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For Maia, who introduced me to sparkly vampires.




Chapter 1



What if Im not a superhero? What if Im the bad guy?

Stephenie Meyer, 

Twilight





Somebody screamed. I think it was me. 

But it could have been John, who had suffered through hundreds of years of sexual frustration, and just as he was finally going to get some reliefand releaseand recover from what had to be the worst case of blue balls in history, he was interrupted.

Coitus interruptus.

The worst kind of interruptus.

But the scream was a high soprano, and John currently had Remington Cumberbatchs voice, which was a basso profundo. He also had Remingtons body, which was better than I had ever imagined, and it was naked on top of me.

So, I screamed. It was a natural reaction and totally understandable because it wasnt just Johns coitus interruptus. It was mine, too. I had also suffered through hundreds of years of sexual frustration. I had loved a dead man, like he was my personal Edward, and he finally came to life when he unintentionally possessed a gorgeous police detective. Initially, we had resisted our carnal impulses because it wasnt fair to Remington to use his body without his permission. But after a long wait, we decided that we couldnt stand it another second, and Remington would understandbecause he was probably dead, anyway.

And then, it was wonderful. Desire met reality. We came together in blissful nakedness. Lips and fingers, and an impressive penis. Kissing him was like kissing an electric power plant. But in a good way. Our chemistry was off the charts, like Marie Curie and radium. But in a good way. 

Every second that I had spent tortured with love for a ghost turned out to be well worth it. Of course, I had loved him. Even though he had been an ethereal being, a mere mass of protoplasm, he had been worth every single wakeless moment, every minute I had spent fantasizing about him.

When John had come back to life through Remingtons body, he had surpassed all of my thoughts, wishes, and fantasies. 

But John was like heroin or potato chips. The more I consumed, the more I craved. 

And finallyfinally!I was about to get my fill. Literally, I was going to get filled.

And then, this.

This.

Coitus interruptus.

So, I was the one who screamed.

It might have been the first time I had screamed in my life. After living four hundred years as a rather sedate woman, living in a haven with aunts who could make our house invisible if events warranted it, I had lived a life of total security and complete satisfaction. Even my love for John hadnt been torture, since I had been able to spend my life with his ghost, living together in the house with my aunts.

But this was a bridge too far.

As the strange man burst into my bedroom and ordered John to stop making love to me, and John complied, it was too much for me. It was the straw that broke the camels back. I had reached the tipping point and fell right over.

I had been cock-blocked.

If it was at all possible, considering my gender, I had blue balls.

I was a four-hundred-year-old woman with blue balls. In short, I was having a bad day.

John rolled off me, carefully covering my nakedness from the strange man with the long teeth and my two aunts.

Auntie Tilly winked at me, and Auntie Idas mouth dropped open and stayed there. Auntie Ida was wearing a blue jumpsuit, and she held a plunger in her hand like it was a weapon, aimed at the stranger.

He was smiling sickly, like the fear, chaos, and sexual frustration fed him. I could see his aura, which wasnt a new phenomenon for me, but I had never seen an aura like his before. It didnt have a color. Instead, it was sparkly, like he was surrounded by shining diamonds or sparklers on the Fourth of July.

It was distracting, making it impossible to maintain eye contact. Not that he was looking at me. He was intent on John, who was intent on me.

There was a cloud of doom wafting around the room, and John had seemed to inhale a lot of it. He looked at me like I was about to disappear, but it was more reasonable that he would.

John had appeared in Remingtons injured body out of nowhere, and it looked like the bell was tolling for him, and he was going to return to nowhere. Forever.

No, I breathed. My voice came out in little more than a whisper, like I had no strength to make my vocal cords work after my scream.

No, Auntie Ida repeated in a growl and waved her plunger at the stranger. She had strength. She could move her vocal cords.

The stranger smiled at her, flashing his long canine teeth again. Ive been sent here on the order of the coven.

Youre not part of the coven, Auntie Ida insisted, punctuating her words with a wave of her plunger.

You cant be. Youre a… a… a..., Auntie Tilly said. It wasnt like her to be lost for words. She was a shoot from-the-hip kind of woman. But I didnt blame her because the stranger not only had a sparkly aura. He also had an indescribable charisma, good looks, and charm. 

He took up the room with his beautiful face and his perfect body. Even though I was lying naked in bed with the love of my life, I was distracted by the stranger, and my Katharine Hepburn-looking aunt was in the same predicament.

Transylvanian royalty, the stranger supplied for my tongue-tied auntie Tilly. Usurped, of course. I havent been back to Transylvania since the first World War, when I discovered the south of France. I couldnt have been expected to return to Transylvania after enjoying the beaches of Cannes. That and the pesky villagers had run me out with their torches and pitchforks. That wasnt just a scene in a movie, you know.

But youre a vampire, Auntie Ida said. Why would you be on a beach in Cannes and hope to survive?

Because the coven gifted him the ability to be out in the sun. Ive heard of you, Auntie Tilly said, pointing at him.

Uh, I interrupted. Were still naked. Could you give us some privacy?

Vlad, the stranger said, introducing himself. And no, you two can never have privacy again. Thats why Im here.

Youre here to purge me from Remingtons body, John guessed. I took his hand under the sheet and squeezed it. He squeezed my hand in return, flooding my body with relief that he was still with me.

Im here to investigate the situation, and whether there have been unforgivable sins. If so, the coven will purge you, Vlad said.

Unforgivable sins. I wondered what that meant, exactly. Was accidental possession unforgivable? Whatever it meant, Vlads investigation was centered on my aunts and me, not John. He was instructed to leave the house immediately. He got out of bed and flashed everyone in the room.

I didnt know butts could do that, Auntie Ida breathed, as we all watched John get dressed.

It cant be real, Auntie Tilly insisted. I hear that surgeons in Hollywood stuff butts with all manner of materials.

I heard that The Rock has a toaster oven in his butt, Auntie Ida said.

John zipped his pants. Remington doesnt have a toaster oven in his butt. As far as I can tell, its just butt.

Auntie Ida snapped her fingers. Did I say toaster oven? I meant plaster of Paris.

How did you get plaster of Paris mixed up with a toaster oven? Auntie Tilly asked, annoyed.

Im still naked, I reminded everyone. I need a moment here.

Just as soon as John leaves the premises, you may have fifteen minutes to yourself, Vlad said, imperiously. He had just arrived, but he was in control. We werent afraid of a vampire, but he had the entire coven behind him, and we were definitely afraid of them.

John shot me a look. It was a we-almost-had-sex-and-now-I-cant-kiss-you-goodbye-or-buy-you-dinner look. I shot him back a sorry-that-my-family-turned-you-into-a-ghost-and-now-sent-a-vampire-to-send-you-into-oblivion look. 

They were complicated looks, but they didnt take a lot of time. In another minute, John was gone, and the vampire left my room with my aunts.

I rolled onto my stomach and sniffed the sheets. Ghosts didnt have a scent, so it was intoxicating to finally be able to smell John, and smell him in my bed. I might never wash my sheets again, if the vampire investigator told the coven back east that we had committed an unforgivable sin.

Dont cry, I told myself, talking into the bed. If you cry, you admit defeat. You have to think positively. You need to implement The Secret. You need to make a vision board. You need cinnamon toast.

Ah, cinnamon toast. That would help.

I slipped on my robe and padded downstairs in my bare feet. Vlad was sitting at the kitchen table, and my aunts were busy cooking. Auntie Tilly was making pancakes, while Auntie Ida was pounding ground beef into a meatloaf pan. I sliced a loaf of bread and tossed the slices into the oven to toast.

Vlad watched us with no interest at all. He never blinked, and even though his eyes never left us, he appeared that he wasnt paying attention. I would have guessed that he was watching TV behind us, but we didnt have a television or even electricity.

I took the bread out of the oven, and Auntie Ida put her meatloaf in it. I slathered butter on the toast and sprinkled cinnamon sugar on top. Auntie Tilly finished making her pancakes and brought them to the table. Auntie Ida made a pot of hot chocolate while we all sat down.

Finally, when there were three steaming mugs of cocoa in front of us, I gathered the courage to ask Vlad the real questions.

How long will your investigation take? I asked.

Hopefully not too long. Ill get hungry, and we wouldnt want me to drain your neighbors. That would give you unhealthy attention.

Ive never met a vampire before, Auntie Ida said.

There arent a lot of us around. Ive only met two during my lifetime, Vlad said.

That meant that he was more or less unique and highly valuable. No wonder the coven had given him such a great gift. They could use him to do their dirty work. I had never met a vampire before, either, but I did know that they were terrifying predators. So was the covens goon. He was just like Clemenza in The Godfather, a book I had read when I had run out of mysteries in the soup shop/bookstore. Clemenza was a scary character, and he only had a gun. Vlad had pointy teeth and a whole bunch of vampire powers.

Yep, I was having a bad day.




Chapter 2


I cant help being a gorgeous fiend. Its just the card I drew.

Anne Rice,

The Queen of the Damned



Vlad insisted on going to work with me. I tried to talk him out of it, but he insisted that since I was Johns romantic entanglement, I was probably to blame for the possession. He intimated that I was promiscuous and downright slutty. Since I was a four-hundred-year-old virgin, it was a totally unfair accusation as much as I wanted it to be true.

I didnt put John into Remingtons body because I wanted to sleep with him, I said, as we walked down the long driveway from the house into town.

Vlad chuckled lightly. Ive heard that one before.

It was a beautiful day. My aunts and I lived in a large house on the hill with a lighthouse attached to it. I had run the lighthouse since before our town of Sea Breeze in California had been founded. After my auntie Prudence died under mysterious circumstances, I had taken over her soup shop/bookstore in the center of town.

Sea Breeze was a sleepy coastal town on the border with Mexico. It had avoided high real estate costs and the tourist trade because of a terrible sewage problem in the local waters. 

At this moment, there was no evidence of a sewage problem. It was four in the morning, the time after the street lights had been turned off and before the sun rose, so the only light came from the moon and stars, which reflected off the ocean in a beautiful blue.

Once we arrived at the bottom of our private cobblestone road, we turned right onto Sea Breeze Avenue. The weather highlighted the towns name with a delightfully cool breeze coming off the ocean. I inhaled sharply, enjoying the sea air.

Suddenly, a few raindrops hit my head. What the devil? I demanded, looking up. The once clear sky had clouded over almost instantaneously, and it had started to drizzle.

Vlad chuckled again. I like the rain, he commented.

As we walked past the park and the pier, the rain turned torrential. I tried to shield the basket of scones and muffins that Auntie Ida had given me for the shop, but it was hopeless.

Its like a hurricane! I called out, over the deafening sounds of rain and wind.

Doris and Irving Lansing were waiting at the soup shops door, like they did every morning. The elderly couple were soaked through, and they watched me approach in shock. They had obviously been caught unawares from the weather, too.

I quickly fished the skeleton key out of my skirt pocket and unlocked the door.

The forecast was for sunny skies and seventy-five degrees, Doris complained as she walked into the shop.

Binky Warren is always wrong, Irving said, shaking the water out of his wispy hair like a dog.

Binky Warrens been dead for at least forty years, Doris told him. 

Binky Warrens not dead. I saw him the other day at the Burger-N-Drive, Irving insisted.

The Burger-N-Drive has been closed for fifty years. You need to eat more fish. Your pistons arent firing.

Ill get you some towels and light the fireplaces, I said and skipped to the back to fetch the towels, while Irving lit the gas lights.

The soup shop was in a one-story building with two-story-high ceilings, which were crisscrossed by thick mahogany beams. There was an open kitchen in the back and a butcher block counter by the back wall with a cash register from 1890 on it. The center of the shop had six tables placed close together. To the right were twenty-five rows of bookshelves and another three tables behind them, which were called the stacks tables. To the left of the shop, there were four fireplaces of different sizes and depths with a cauldron in each of varying sizes, which I filled with the four soups of the day.

I handed two towels to Irving and Doris and used one to dry myself. I ignored Vlad. After all, he was guilty of coitus interruptus, and he was determined to sabotage my love life. He could drip all day, as far as I was concerned. 

But he wasnt dripping. He wasnt even wet. He looked like he had just stepped out of a GQ magazine photoshoot.

Doris was staring at Vlad, and her face was flushed pink. 

Irving wagged his finger at him. Do I know you? Are you an actor? Did I see you in Gone With the Wind?

Vlad smiled, flashing his canines. 

Hes no more than thirty years old, Doris said. How could he have been in Gone With the Wind?

I would swear it, Doris. Crank up the Betamax machine, and well watch it, again. Ill prove it to you.

Doris handed me back her towel, and she sat down on her regular seat in the center of the shop. Betamax machine, she grumbled under her breath. Gone With the Wind. The man isnt a hundred years old.

Vlad winked at me. I had never seen Gone With the Wind, but I would have bet money that Irving had seen Vlad somewhere in the movie.

Ill get the coffee on, I said, changing the subject. It probably wouldnt be good for Irving and Doris to figure out that they were in a room with a vampire, who might need to drain them if he stayed in town too long while he determined if a four-hundred-year-old ghost should be expelled from the local detectives perfect body.

I didnt know a lot about vampires, but I needed to learn quick. I needed to know what I was dealing with and head him off before he took John away from me. I would have bet money that my aunts were strategizing back home, while I filled the old coffeepot that a prospector gave my auntie Prudence over a hundred years ago.

Throwing away Auntie Idas soaked baked goods, I searched the kitchen for leftovers. I didnt have a big breakfast crowd, but some of my regulars liked to come in for a cup of coffee and something sweet in the early morning. I found a dozen cinnamon crunch muffins and some mini cream cheese coffeecakes.

I filled a plate and served Doris and Irving. Vlad was taking a tour of the shop, inspecting the empty cauldrons.

Hows your new place? I asked Doris and Irving.

They had recently bought the store next door and had moved into the apartment above it. They had decided to name their store Good Samaritan Gifts.

Great! Irving exclaimed. We have a new microwave with a defrost feature. I found that out the hard way.

Were moved into the apartment. It took a lot less time than I thought, Doris said. Its only one bedroom, so that might have something to do with it. I like being downsized. I can clean the entire apartment in forty-five minutes.

Irving nodded and popped a mini cream cheese coffeecake into his mouth. Yep. I clocked her while I did the Fishermans Weekly crossword puzzle.

Were opening Good Samaritan Gifts tomorrow. We got a shipment of penis straws and pyrotechnic wallets last night. Were good to go, Doris explained.

Were those penis straws? Irving asked, spitting out some coffee. I thought they were pens for arthritic hands. No wonder I couldnt get them to write. I went through a dozen of them, trying to add apple chicken sausage to our grocery list.

It was a lot of phallic references for me so early in the morning. I usually skipped breakfast, but with Vlad watching my every move from the U.S. History section in the book stacks, I needed some fortification. I went to the back counter and made a cup of hot chocolate. Sitting on a stool, I bit into a cinnamon crunch muffin and washed it down with the cocoa. Yum. We still had some cocoa powder that Auntie Prudence had ordered from a friend in the Ivory Coast right before her mysterious death.

The sugar and caffeine ran through my veins and jumpstarted my optimism and positive attitude. My aunts and I had done nothing wrong. We werent responsible for putting John into Remingtons body.

At least I didnt think we were.

Strange things happened around us all the time that we just accepted. Who knew if we had actually put John into Remington. Maybe I did it. I had wanted John for so many years that it was possible I could have forced the issue.

If I was guilty, John was a goner. Vlad didnt play around. He would shove John into oblivion faster than Irving could scarf down a mini cream cheese coffeecake. I pushed aside the painting of dogs playing poker to reveal the safe. I unlocked it and took out Auntie Prudences recipe book.

Placing it on the butcher block counter, I opened the cracked, black leather cover and searched the yellow, stained pages for todays soups of the day. Not that I needed to look at the recipes at this point. I had memorized most of them. But Auntie Prudence had written notes in the margins, and it comforted me to see them, as if she was talking to me.

Million Year Soup. Ive been eating it for six hundred years. Its worked so far!

I put my hand over the handwriting and closed my eyes, bringing the image of Auntie Prudence into my mind. Of course, it was Auntie Tillys face too, since they were twins, but their personalities were completely different. In my minds eye, I saw Auntie Prudences wide smile and her twinkling eyes. She enjoyed people and loved me. Her death was a huge loss in my life.

There was a noise next to me, and I opened my eyes, erasing the picture of Auntie Prudence.

Do you actually cook, or do you…you know? It was Vlad, and he was standing in front of me, smirking.

I actually cook, I said and decided not to add that I didnt clean. The soup shop cleaned everything overnight. I closed the shop with the skeleton key every night, and in the morning when I opened up, the soup shop was always pristine. I figured that Auntie Prudence must have set up the arrangement with the shop when she had first opened it. Either that, or she simply charmed the key, and everything else fell into place.

Of course, I cook, I continued. What do you think? I dont… you know… in plain sight. Im very responsible with the… you know. Thats why you being here is ridiculous. There hasnt been any shenanigans with the… you know. I leaned close to him so Irving and Doris couldnt hear. I had nothing to do with putting John in Remingtons body.

Vlad smiled, flashing his teeth. Denial is expected. But my investigation has just started, and I always find something.

He meandered to a table and sat down, staring into nothingness without blinking. Yep, I needed to do some research on vampires.

The door opened, and my friend Amy Hawthorne walked in. Three cats followed her on leashes, which were attached to a belt on Amys waist. She was a professional catwalker, but she had recently taken a detour into YouTube. Now, she was back to walking cats. She was a soup shop regular, but she rarely came in for breakfast.

What a gorgeous day! she announced, happily, when she entered. I looked out the wall of windows at the front of the shop. Outside, the hurricane-level storm had turned into a beautiful sunny day. There wasnt a cloud in the sky.

Amy walked back to the counter, where I had started preparing the days soups. I came in for a book. Ive decided I need to up my cultural game and become more sophisticated. Do you have any alien abduction romance?

I think so. Check the Romance section next
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